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x 
"Hey" Duff said, entering the room with a mischievous smile and closing the door behind him. 


Izzy didn't bother to reply, nor to turn his head around and see his friend He shut down the TV and let the 
remote fall from his hand on the floor with a thud. He yawned suggestively. 


"God, you're depressing." Duff said, sitting next to him. He opened two bottles of beer and shoved one if it in 
Izzy's hand. 


"No, I'm just sleepy." He looked at Duff, who smiled widely and took a long sip from the bottle. "Which means, | 


want to sleep." 


"Nah, you don't" 


"Duff" 
"Izzy." Duff interrupted, the most serious expression painted on his face. 

"What?" 

"Let's. Go. And. Get. Wasted." 

Any other day, he would say yes. Actually he wouldn't say anything, he would just grab the blonde bassist by 
his jacket and run towards the nearest bottle of vodka he could find. Today wasn't one of these days, though. 
He felt bad, really bad. Sick - not just physically, but also mentally. He didn't feel the need to see any people... 

maybe just someone. 

He let his head fall back and took a deep breath. 

"You know what? Yeah. Let's go." He decided. 

"Cool! I'll call Axl." Duff said happily, reaching for his mobile. 

"Axl? | thought it was going to be just the two of us." 

"Nah. He has a date and asked me to tag along," 

"And you convinced me to come so that you won't be alone." 

"Noool.. No... No." Duff said on a high pitched voice, almost meowing like a little kitten. 

"You're a horrible liar..." 


*% 
They got to the club late - even later than Axl and his date. 


Izzy got almost drunk. Sometime on their way, he took both bottles of beer and downed them in a minute. Duff 


got bored and sad because of Izzy's drunk stories. 


He didn't say a word, just watched as Duff hugged Axl happily and then followed them inside. He was already 


feeling worse. Axl didn't even look at him. 


"| love this place!" Axl's girl shouted over the music after they sat down at a table and glued herself to the 


singer. Axl smiled and gave her a rushed kiss. 


Izzy's eyes narrowed underneath the dark streaks of his fringe, his fingers playing under the table with his 


keys. Axl kissed the girl again and he cut his finger with the keychain. 

"Fuck" he muttered, bringing his finger to his lips. 

"You alright, baby Izzy?" Duff asked as he came back from the bar. "I ordered your special diet." He smiled. 
"Thanks" Izzy barely whispered. 

A few minutes passed, then hour after hour, Duff drinking, telling stories, Axl and the girl eating each other 
face's off, Izzy watching desperately as she was curling her hair on her index finger, pouting her pink lips and 


bringing Axl's attention back to her after each two minutes. 


"You know, when someone stares at somebody else for more than Il seconds, it either means desire for 


murder or sex" Izzy heard Duff say, and suddenly realized he was the person he was talking about 

He tried to take his eyes off Axl, but it was way harder than he thought, especially after so much drinking, 
He shook his head and smiled weakly, 

"What.?" He asked disorientated 

Axl and the girl started laughing heartily. 

"| hope you want to kill me, man. Right?" Axl asked, laughing, 

"Yeah. Yeah... of course | want to kill you, you bastard. That was my glass you just drank from: 

"It was? I. | didn't realize. 

"Hts okay. lIl buy myself a new bottle on my way out" 


"You're leaving?" Axl asked, a trace of judgment in his voice, as if Izzy leaving the pub would mean the ultimate 


betrayal 

He didn't answer, just grabbed his leather jacket off the chair and walked away with big steps. 
"Wait, Izzy." Duff shouted and ran after him 

"Dude, come on, please don't leave" he continued 


"Could you.. Just for once, for once, okay? Just take care of yourself? You're not going to die if you spend a 
few more hours with Axl and little Claudia Schiffer over there." 


"IFs not that. I'm sorry for what | said. | was trying to help, you know?" 
"Well don't. | already felt like shit. It looks like every-fucking-body knows that | like Axl, everybody but him." 
"lzzy-" 


"Is not going to happen, ever. He doesn't like me back. | know he knows, he is not that stupid. He's just trying 
to avoid it" 


With these last words, Izzy stormed out of the pub, stealing a bottle of vodka on his way out. 
saka 
His road home seemed longer than ever. He drank from the bottle, wobbling his feet and singing "Lola" at the 


top of his lungs, occasionally stopping to say a friendly "fuck offl" to anybody passing by. 


"Well I'm not dumb! But I.. | can't understand.. Why she walked like a woman!! A talked like a manl! Oh my Lo.. 
Axlll.. Oh oh, oh my Axl..." 


He stopped in front of his house and stared. He looked around, he almost fell over. He looked again at the 


building. 

"Yep. Yep, this is it. | think." 

He looked for his keys, and tried to open the door. 

"You.. you little fuckers... Hurting my finger like that.. My poor, poor guitarist finger...” 
The door opened. 


And Izzy was now face to face to a tall, strong man, looking rather unfriendly, just woken up from his heavy 


sleep at 2 am in the morning. 

The man crossed his muscular arms around his huge chest and looked at Izzy contemptuous. 

"Hi" Izzy smiled charmingly. "I wasn't.. Im not.. Well Im not selling anything. | thought it was... my house--- 
over there.. Over there's my house." He paused and took a step back. 

"It must be. ‘Cause now when | look better at it.. Yours is like.. nothing like mine. It's like, smaller..." 

The man cracked his fingers and gave Izzy an angry look. 


"IIl. just.. go.." Izzy announced, stumbling over a rock and then running out of the house back into the street. 


Turns out, he wasn't even close. He had to walk a few more blocks. It didn't bother him, though. What's better 


than waking up your well-built neighbors by shouting out your alternate version of Lola? 


"Well I'm not the world's most masculine man... But | know what | am! And I'm glad I'm A MANI! And so is Axl... 
So is Axil!" 


RRR 


The rush was gone. 


He sat down on his bed, a huge headache controlling his thoughts and wondered if he could refill the bottle by 
staring at it. 


Oh well. What to do now? 


He let his back slam down on the bed and almost out of reflex, his hand unbuckled his belt and slid down 


underneath his boxer shorts. 

"Oh yeah.." He whispered and started to move his hand quickly. 
Suddenly, sounds of broken glass made him open his eyes. 
There was another loud noise and the doorbell rang. 

He didn't move. Another ring. 

"Oh, fuck it” He said, moving lazily towards the door. 


"Who the fuck is it?" 


"Look, if you're the tall guy, don't be pissed, man, | already have problems with all my neighbors and if you call 
the pol-" 


"Its Axl" 

His eyes widened. 

"Axl..?" He said softly. 

"Are you going to let me in or what?" 


He forgot just how to move his arms, then opened the door in the second try. 


He caught a glimpse of red hair and then Axl put his arms around his necks, kissing him hard. Izzy could feel 
his cheeks were wet with tears. Axl grabbed Izzy by the hair at the back of his head and guided him towards 
the bed. 


He pushed the guitarist down and straddled him, still kissing him so passionately that they didn't have enough 
time to talk or air to breathe. 


And then he stopped, distracted by the lamp standing on Izzy's coffee table, right next to the end of the bed. 
He was breathing hard through his parted, reddened lips and watched as the lamp changed colors slowly. 
"Axl..?" Izzy managed to say - not knowing what else to. Any wrong words, and it could go bad. 

He noticed Axl's dilated pupils and started to get an idea of what he did the rest of his time spent at the pub. 
While Axl was still watching as the colors twirled inside his mind, Izzy was fascinated by his chest, moving 
very fast in the rhythm of his breathing. He was happy just like that - just having Axl on top of him, but he 


wanted more, and this time he was not going to deny himself of that pleasure. 


He slowly started to roll his t-shirt up, undressing Axl to reveal his sweat-covered chest. Axl smiled and 


remembered what he was actually here for. 


Two 


Izzy's POV 


At this point I'm not sure if what I'm feeling is real, or just a beautiful, extremely realistic dream, but | know 
it feels just like Heaven 


A few minutes ago | was just imagining Axl's soft lips, only imagining the lines of his body and remembering 


quick looks from when we were drunk, and now all that was in my mind was happening for real. 


Axl didn't stop to explain anything, he kisses me again and | shut my eyes tight to get the best out of it. After 


all, what would happen if I'd wake up and realize it is just a dream? 


He brings his lips to my ear and | can feel his hot breath against my skin | burry my face between his neck 
and shoulder line and take a deep breath, losing all rational thought. 


"What were you doing in here all alone, Izz?" he whispers. 


"Thinking of you" | whisper back, a barely perceptible sound that | manage to squeeze out of my mouth. | 
brush my fingers against his soft cheek and he reacts to my touch, pushing against my crotch lightly. 


| try to shift a little underneath him. He sneaks his hand underneath my shirt and feels the skin of my chest. 


Everything he does seems experimental, just a little more than our casual touches. He seems lost about what 


he is supposed to do, and especially confused about my crotch zone. 
He has a few attempts of unzipping my jeans but changes his mind, going back to kissing my chest. 


In this moment | decide to take control, | push him against the mattress and roll on top of him, | am worried | 
might have acted to fast but he smiles and relaxes. 


This is a moment | have dreamt of many times before. | have Axl all for myself, right here in front of me, all 


for me. Now, now, where do we start? 
| unzip his leather pants. Right, straight to the subject. 


| slide his pants off and struggle to get out of my own clothes since | feel like | could catch on fire at any 


moment. 


Looks like he is very, very excited of what I'm doing. | kiss him everywhere then finally take him in my mouth, 
amazed by his reaction 


He groans and grabs shyly a few streaks of my hair and | smile back to him to encourage him in taking more. | 


never thought | could make him scream those sounds. 


He has been breathing very fast ever since he came here, but now his chest rises and falls even faster, he 


gives a short, high moan that gave me a physical reaction | never thought possible just from a sound 
God, | want him. | want all of him. 


The hair tugging increases until it hurts, but | continue nevertheless. He can do whatever he wants, he's Axl, | 


say in my mind, until | realize something is wrong. 

"Stop, Izzy.." he shifts underneath me. 

"Mhm?" 

"No, stop right now." His voice is not sensual or begging; he seems upset and pushes me away. 


| fall on the other side of the bed and watch him confused as he grabs his clothes and sneaks back into his 
leather pants quickly. 


"Axl! Axl, wait, what happened?" 


| can't believe it, but | think | can feel tears coming up and | try to hold them back, but desperation takes over. 
Have | done anything wrong? Is this going to affect our friendship, for the worse? Am | ever going to be able 
to look into his eyes and not feel shame? 


He is trying to put on his boots as fast as he can but fails, he decides one boot is enough and grabs his jacket 
from the floor. | run after him in the hallway, screaming and begging for him to stay so we can work it out 


somehow, he yells something unidentifiable when he is storming out on the front door, his clothes and hair 


fluttering in the cold wind of the night: 

When he is out in the street, he runs away, losing one boot on his way out. | want to follow him, convinced 
that | can outrun him, but | suddenly realize | am completely naked when | step in broken glass and cut my 
foot. 

"Fuck!" | get down to analyze the cut, then raise my head to see Axl running away. 

"Axil" | scream once again, so loud the whole neighborhood could hear it. | couldn't care less. 


He takes the turn at the corner and disappears into the darkness. 


x 


| couldn't sleep. The next day came by, the sun was back on the sky just as always, but this day was different 


than any other. Something's changed for sure, | could feel it in the thumping of my heart, in the air, it was 


everywhere. 


Yesterday | took Axl's boot and put in the bed next to me. It was creepy, | felt like a sick bastard, but | 
thought | could get some ideas to solve this by staring at it. The boot said nothing. 


The alarm goes off and | realize it's time for band practice. Band practice. It's horrible! Playing with Axl is the 
best and the worst thing in the world, both at once, and although Duff and Steven work together very well, 
something didn't seem to glue us all together. 

This rehearsal in particular is going to be even worse, with Axl hating me and all that. 

| cry in the shower. 


I'm late 20 minutes. 


| decide to man the fuck up. After all, he is the one who rushed into my room at 3 am in the morning and 


jumped on me like a tiger. It's not my fault, isn't it? 

With these thoughts in mind, | enter the building. Axl's laugh echoes on the hallway that leads to our studio. 
The moment | walk into the room, they all seem to calm down Axl moves away to the back of the room and 
suddenly becomes fascinated by his microphone cable, Steven jumps behind his kit and Duff looks at me with a 
guilty expression, plucking the strings of his bass anxiously. 

"Hey man" | approach him. 


"Izzy, what the fuck happened to Axl?" he whispers and drags me towards the door. 


"What do you mean?" | ask, looking over at Axl who was reading the Iyrics to our new song on a stained piece 


of paper. 
"Don't look at him, man." 
"Duff, what the fuck?" 


"When | got here, he was already inside. | never thought he would be the first to show up so | entered without 


knocking." 
"And?" 


"He was crying." 


My eyes widen. In all these years since I've known Axl, I've never seen or heard of him crying. | feel like 


shooting a bullet straight to my heart right in this second. 


"| apologized for not knocking and then he started yelling at me, with his eyes all puffy and the like. | and Steve 


just spend the last half an hour acting like clowns to make him laugh." 

Axl rubs his eyes softly then walks over to us, trying to fake a smile. 

"Hey guys, guess what! | just got an idea and | think it's what would be the best for our band." 
"Is it folk? ‘Cause if it is, I'm out" 

Its now folk, Steve. | think we need a new guitarist.” 

My jaw dropped. | want to protest, but | can't make any sound at all 

"Are you kicking Izzy out, Axl? Is that what you're saying?" 

"No, Duff, for fuck's sake." 

Oh thank God. 


"| think we need a lead guitarist. What do you guys think?" he asks and looks at Steven and Duff, avoiding my 


eyes. 
"Yeah, | guess so.." Duff agreed. 

They all looked at me to say something, but | cannot speak. Not when Axl is so close to me. | look at his t- 
shirt and remember his bare chest, | look at his leather pants and remember his soft thighs, | look at his 
zipper... 

"zzy!" 

"Yes!" | nod. 

"Yes, what?" Axl says, a very unfriendly tone in his voice. 

"Im sorry, Axl." 

We stare at each other, both on the edge of exploding into either crying or screaming at any time. Duff looks 


at us and slaps his bass strings faster, probably thinking about how he is going to kick our asses for making 
him live in such stress day after day. 


"IFs okay, Izzy!" Steven interrupts. | can hear Duff sighing relieved. "These songs are made for two guitars, it's 


not your fault you can't play two guitars at a time, you're only human!" 
"Yeah, Axl, Im only human." | say, never breaking the eye contact. 


"Sol" Duff shouted, making Steven cringe as he took both me and Axl by our shoulders, holding us in a very 
close, awkward group hug. "Does anybody know a guy for the job?" 


"| know a guy!" Steven yells happily, raising one of Duff's long arms to sneak between him and Axl. 


* 


Three 
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Finally, the night has fallen over LA. Everything comes to life, the bright neon lights shine dazzling into the 
darkness that surrounds the city. The streets start to fill with shady characters and groups of young, 
beautiful women, looking forward for the night of their lives. 

The headlining band couldn't show up and so the opportunity to shine in the spotlight finally came by. 

They get out of the van and enter through the backdoor. Axl didn't say anything since they left home, but 
that's usually what he does before a gig. Call it concentration, call it professionalism, at least nobody questions 
his silence. 

They walk through the narrow, dark hallway that leads to the small stage. 

"Let's rock," Duff says, patting Izzy's shoulder quickly before they start playing. 


The audience is huge - biggest they ever had, which is understandable since they weren't here for them. 
However, nobody complained. They played better than anyone thought, they surprised even themselves. 


From the back of the ecstatic crowd, a young man starts to move forward to the front of the stage. His hair, 
a tangled mess of black curls, covers most of his face, only revealing a pair of full lips. The torn, sleeveless t- 
shirt he is wearing shows two strong arms of coffee color, completed with tattoos and silver bracelets. He 


reaches out for his pack of cigarettes and pulls out one, lighting it and taking a deep breath. 


The show is over with one of Axl's screams that gave everyone goose bumps. The young man doesn't move a 


muscle; he remains in front of the stage even when the cheering crowd scatters away to the bar. 
The band was on their way out when Steven shouted happily the name of his old friend 


"Slash!" he says, helping him jump on stage and hugging him tightly. "Liked the show?" he smiles, obviously 
proud of what he achieved. 


"More than | thought." Slash replied 
"So, you're Slash, right?" Axl says between gasps for air, swiping away the sweat on his forehead. 


"Yeah " he says, moving away a few curly locks to take a better look at Axl. " know you." 


Izzy and Duff come back to join them, bottles of beer in their arms. Axl raises an eyebrow. 


"Ive seen a lot of your gigs before. Not to sound like a creep or anything." Slash laughs. "Love your voice, man 


Every time | saw you | thought you wasted your talent with unworthy people." 

Izzy scowls at him. 

It's the first time | see you with cool ones.” 

They all laugh, especially Axl, whose ego was just stroked. Looks like Slash knows how to handle people. 
And what can a group of young men like them do in LA at this late hour? 

** 

"Bullshit! Big tits look great under clothes but then you take them off and it's like they're dripping 
everywhere!" 


"Are you fuckin’ shitting me? Big tits are big tits; they're fucking awesome no matter what!" 


While Duff and Slash are enthusiastically arguing over this highly important subject, Izzy is analyzing the 


intruder. 


Nice looks, extremely easy going, can be slightly mysterious at times when his hair falls over his eyes and you 


don't know where he's looking or what he's thinking in his deep silence. 


On the other hand, give him a bottle of Jack and he turns into a big mouthed, quite annoying jerk Also, as a 


small mental note, his eyes linger way too much on Axl. 

The debate over boobs continues as Duff explains how small ones usually look better when the bra is taken 
away. 

"If depends, really. | once fucked a girl with no boobs, completely flat. It felt like | was raping a little boy." Axl 
shares. 


Duff immediately bursts into laughter and then straightens his face as his eyes meet Izzy's. 


Steven laughs at everything. Slash is having a good time. lzzy wishes he hadn't chosen Duff as his no-secrets- 
best-friend. 


"Hey guys, that girl is looking at mel" Steven grins. 


"Nah man, she's looking at me." Izzy argues. 


"No she's not! Look, she smiled at mel" 
"Dude, you need glasses" 

"Hey Duff, turn around and tell us who she's looking at!" 

Duff pushes the table away to draw his long legs out from under it and furns around. There, not too far 
away, at the bar, a beautiful young girl was drinking champagne. Wearing only a tank top and a very revealing 
skirt, the blonde smiled at them again 

Duff curses and suddenly gets up to walk towards her. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" he yells at her 

"Whatever the fuck | want to?" 

"You said you're taking dance classes! You lied!" 

"So tell mommy about it" 

"So maybe | willl Do you have any idea what you're doing to me? She said to take care of you. | thought you're 
sane enough to stay in school and keep out of trouble while | live my life, but here you are drinking alcohol 
dressed like a fucking tramp!" 

"Nice speech, band boy" 

"Get your naked ass back home, now!" 

"Actually, | think Il stay." She says, getting off the chair to sway towards the band's table 


"Janie" Duff yells as a final attempt to get her attention 


The guys watch her as she takes Duff's seat, placing one long leg over the other. She gets out a cigarette and 
asks for a lighter. Almost in the same instant, all four men were fighting to light it first. 


Duff takes a chair and sits down at the head of the table, frowning at her clearly annoyed. 


"Fuck, she's hot." Slash whispers to Axl and he agrees. Unfortunately, Duff hears them and slaps Slash over his 
forehead. 


"Guys, this is Janie, my sister." He says. 


They all stare at him, especially Slash, rubbing his forehead confused, 


"Janie, guys. Guys, Janie.” 
"Hi." She says, blowing smoke trough her red lips. 


The night continues in the same fashion they've all been used to since they moved to this city. Glasses of 
beer and vodka keep refilling themselves, the air getting heavier and heavier with thick cigarette smoke. 


And one of the privileges of being a beautiful girl in a full bar is getting free drinks, so free and so many that 
soon Janie was seeing stars. 


"One more! One more!" Slash shouts, grinning from ear to ear. 
"No, shut up!" she laughs. 
"How about we do it together?" 


He refills his and her glasses with shots of Jack and they both drink them, bursting into laughter immediately 
after. 


"Okay, that's enough! Enough, | said!" Duff laughs and tries to get up. He wobbles a little on his feet, then grabs 


his sister by her arm and drags her out. 

"| wanna stay!" she complains, reaching to grab Slash's hand. 

Duff becomes serious and looks over to Slash. 

"Let her go." He says, not a single sign of boozing in his voice. Slash listens and carefully sits back on his chair. 
** 

After Duff and Janie leave the bar to go home, the rest of the group think about what to do next. Their mind 


hazy, they decide to get in Slash's car and just drive around until they get an idea. 


Izzy gets in the back of the car and waits for Axl, who suddenly changes his mind and sits in the front next to 
Slash. He accidentally rubs Slash's kness with his own as he enters the car. 


"Dude, do you always wear pink leather pants?" Slash asks, looking at Axl's legs. 
Steven hits his head as he gets in the car. 
"Not always." Axl answers. 


"Yeah, he has a huge wardrobe." Izzy adds, receiving irritated looks from Axl's part. "Which is also missing a 


boot" 

"Why?" Slash asks but doesn't get any answer. 

"Hey guys. | think | should get home now, can you give me a ride, Slash?" 

"Why?" he asks again 

"| don't really feel like partying anymore" Steve says saddened 

"Are you upset ‘couse Duff left? Is Duff your boyfriend, Steve?" Slash teases him 


"No, actually, if you really wanna know. I'm upset ‘cause Janie left. She's like beautiful" Steven says, staring 


thoughtful through the window. 
‘Izzy, you still coming?" 


Not really. There's nothing else he wants to do right now, just go home and dream something great. But 
something, something little from the back of his mind says differently. 


"Yeah." He hears himself saying and sees Axl smiling at him in the mirror. He smiles back, still not sure if he's 


imagining it or not. 
XE% 


They walked the last few blocks because Slash's car broke. He abandoned it in someone else's garden since it 
was stolen anyway. It's dark outside, no one on those streets except for them and an occasional drunk. They 


have no idea what time it is, and they don't exactly care, either. 

"Hazy days." Izzy whispers pensive. 

At least now they have an idea what they're doing. Slash got a phone from “an acquaintance" who was 
apparently throwing a huge party. 

While Axl is extremely psyched about this idea, skipping along Slash as they get closer to the party, Izzy slowly 


walks behind them in silence. 


He knows about his usual paranoia and pessimism, but just can't help to see how well Slash and Axl get along. 


Axl trips over a bump in the pavement and Slash catches him, placing his arms over his waist to help him get 


up. 
Izzy gets closer trying to ruin the magic of the moment. 


"Isn't this the house?" he says, tugging on Slash's t-shirt. 


"This is it" Slash answers, still looking at Axl instead of Izzy. "Well my new friends Welcome to my world” 
You could hear rock n roll music from a mile away, but this is different than the pubs Axl and Izzy are used 
to. Izzy's heart starts to beat anxiously with the feeling that something's wrong. Slash walks around shaking 


hands with various people and acting like, for him, the night is only starting. 


"Axl, don't you think it's enough for tonight?" Izzy asks, hiding behind him as they walk towards the living room, 
hoping this way he'll avoid the many people walking around. 


"The night is young, Izz Just relax a little, okay?" 


"Hey look man, | have to do something.” Slash says in Axl's ear. "I'll be right back, just take a seat or 


something, it won't take long." 
"What are you doing?" Izzy says suspicious. 
"l'Il just say hello to a bunch of people.” 


There's small place left on the couch, so they have to squeeze in close to each other. Axl looks into the 


distance bored. People come and go and Slash is nowhere to be found. 


"When should | give you your boot back, Cinderella?" Izzy breaks the long silence, and regrets almost 
immediately he said something. 


"Are you mocking me? ‘Cause if you are, | swear | am going to kick your ass." 
"Maybe I'll kick yours. With your own boot" 

God, lzzy, shut your mouth 

"Now wouldn't that be a complete dick move. | can't say I'd be surprised, though." 


Izzy tries to sit more comfortably and his hand lands on Axl's leg. Axl says nothing, just stares at the hand 


until Izzy removes it. 

"Are you still mad at me?" he asks. 
"| was never mad on you." 

"Why did you do it?" 


"Can we not talk about this?" 


"I just want to know why you did it. Is easy for me to explain, because | fucking love you." 


For Axl, everything stopped. He could hear no more background noise; it felt like it was just him and Izzy in the 
whole house. He looked at him and his face turned bright red. 


"What did you say?" 

"| said | love you. | thought you deserved to know" 

Izzy suddenly realizes this might not have been the right moment to do this. Even though he knows Axl better 
than he knows himself, he still can't tell how he's going to respond. Axl can be changeable as the moon, and 


Izzy found himself amazed by his reactions many, many times before. 


He looks at him waiting for something, anything, and can't decide what would be worse: getting his ass kicked or 


watching Axl walk away again. 

"Thank you. l.. " 

"What?" Izzy says, getting closer as he didn't hear anything over the music. 

"Its not important why | did it. But | liked it" 

Izzy felt his knees get weak and thanked God he was sitting down. 

"But | think it's good we stopped, and | think it would be better if we wouldn't do it again" He continued, looking 
at Izzy compassionately. He frowned, but it went better than he thought anyway, he wasn't expecting anything 
else. 


"Yeah. You know, for the first time in my life, | can say | understand you." 


Axl smiles and gets up. 
"Ill go see where Slash is and then we can get the fuck out of here." 


Four 
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Axl walks through the house, asking people they saw Slash, but finds no answer. He enters the kitchen and is 
surprised to find it empty. His heart starts to beat fast, and a painful feeling shoots through it like an arrow 
on fire. 


Because | love you 


Izzy's words keep replaying in his mind. The feeling moves down to his belly and he can feel butterflies in his 
stomach. Suddenly feeling dizzy, he sits down and tries to clear his mind. 


He's not feeling love, it can't be. 

The sharp blade of a kitchen knife shines in the dim light. It's so close, right in front of him on the table. He 
reaches a finger and tentatively runs it along the length of the knife. The cut starts bleeding and he watches 
as the red liquid drips on the white table cloth. 


His fascination ends when a group of noisy girls enters the kitchen and goes straight for the refrigerator to 
get some cold beers. Axl hides his finger and runs to the bathroom. 


The door is locked. He punches it and a tall man dressed in a Hawaiian shirt exists. He takes a look at Axl from 


his head to his toes and walks away. 


In the brightly lighted room, he finds a topless Slash staring into the mirrors that cover an entire wall. He's 


holding one arm ahead of him, looking at the reflection of his bruised, swollen veins with a numb expression. 
Axl turns on the water and washes away the blood on his finger. 

"Im so fucked up, Axl" Slash slowly says, feeling his veins with the tips of his fingers. 

"You have no idea how fucked up | am.." 

"Do you judge me?" 


"Not at all" He stops the water and looks at Slash. A drug addict who spends his nights wherever he can, a 


failure from any responsible man's point of view, staring at his destroyed arm in a dirty mirror. 


He was dangerous yet vulnerable at the same time, and the expression in his dark eyes almost looked like the 


one of a lost kid in a playground that's way too big and complicated for him. 


A good kid, who could hurt you, and will hurt you if he feels threatened, because that's how the world taught 


him to act. 
In that moment, Axl felt so alike to Slash, he was convinced fate brought them together. 
"In fact," he continues after a moment of silence, "do you happen to have something on you right now?" 


A smug smile creeps on Slash's face. He reaches out for his jeans pocket and drags out a small bag with white 


powder. He leans on the cold sandstone wall and waves it in the air. 

"Come and get it" He says. 

Axl takes a small footstep ahead. 

"What is it?" 

"Something good.. Do you want it?" 

"Yeah..." Axl breathes, taking another footstep. 

"How bad do you want it?" 

"I want it really.." he comes so close the tips of his boots touch Slash's feet, ".really bad." 

Slash puts his free arm around Axl's waist and jerks him to press his lips against his. He throws the bag 
somewhere on the floor and pushes the singer against the door, closing it before moving his hand underneath 


Axl's shirt to take it off. 


They resume the kiss, so intense it almost hurts, all of their restrained feelings and angst exploding through it. 


Slash bends down to kiss Axl's neck, moving down to his collar bone. 
"Never really liked them, to be honest.." Slash gruffly says as he takes Axl's pink pants off. 


Axl felt Slash's erection through his tight jeans, he squeezed it slightly and the dark haired man let his head 
fall back, groaning from the back of his throat. 


He strokes Axl's cock, pushing him harder on the door with his own chest. He bites his lower lip. 


"Like that?" 


Yes Oh God yes And I shouldnt, not at all. I should stop. But right now, | don’t give a fuck about should and 
shouldn't-s. Don't tell him." 


"Ahh-a." 

Fuck. 

"We can never meet again after this, if you don't want to." Slash breathes hotly against Axl's neck 

Axl runs his hands over Slash's tensed back, feeling the muscles move in rhythm with his thrusts. His finger 
bleeds red lines over it, the slight smell of iron reminding him of Izzy, of the reality he is trying to escape 
from. 

Slash knows he should be quiet but can't hold his moans anymore. A strong feeling of guilt lays his hands on 
Axl. He enjoys this, he loves getting fucked by a man, to feel his muscles flex over his sweaty skin, so what 
does this make him? 


A faggot? A loser? A weirdo? 


Over the feeling of shame and guilt, the pleasure builds up until he reaches it's climax. He involuntarily lets go 
of a high shout. Slash pushes into him once more, shaking the door so hard it may break. 


They remain like that for a split second; Slash laying his head on Axl's shoulder and kissing his neck softly once 


more. 


* 


"See, you need to start in the middle and then roll outwards. This is what you did wrong; you need to use your 


thumbs, like this." Izzy explains to a skinny [2 year old who shared the couch with him in the meanwhile. 
The kid takes the joint from Izzy's hands and tries again 

"Exactly! Make it firm and tight or itll probably burn too fast and set fire to your clothes and furniture." 
The kid nods and hugs his joints instructor happily. 


The bathroom door opens and out walk a crumpled Axl with messy hair and a still topless Slash with a t-shirt 


in his hand. 


its all in your head, Izzy. 


Five 


Oh shit, my back hurts. What the heck is pointing in my fucking ribs... oh, it's someone's foot. Who the fuck 


invented pointy shoes? 
Take your fucking foot off me. Jeesh. 


| get off the floor. Decent party. Nice view around here. On the sofa there are two girls in bikini asleep on top 
of each other. Am | the first one to wake up? And where's my watch? 


What's up with all the mashed potatoes thrown all around? Eww, it's everywhere in my hair, all dried up and 
crusty.. It won't go away... 


Oh god | need to pee. Ahh fuck, fuuuck 

As | get close to the bathroom | hear some bored moans and cheap porn talk Really, people? 
"If you don't finish in two minutes I'll pee on your floor!" 

"Aaah!" 

"Fuck you, l'm not kidding! 

Guess I'll just head home. I've got band practice in about an hour. 


As | walk on the street with the word "pencildick" written on my forehead and a white crusty substance in my 


hair, | get to think about what | have achieved by moving to LA. 


My best friend Steven got me in his band. That's +l. Unfortunately | can't keep my dick in my pants so | fucked 
the singer. That would be +I for the moment, probably -I for the long run 


By being a very shitty dealer | got in debt to a crazy Columbian drug lord. Fortunately, Guns are starting to 
become quite popular and I've got this feeling that shortly we'll make enough money to keep a good table. 


Izzy is acting weird towards me but I've figured it out thats just how he is. There's something funny about 
that guy, whatever it is | just can't put my finger on it. Duff seems to like me, at least when there's plenty of 
booze around and his sister far away. Janie keeps calling me and sending me teenager-like messages when she's 
in school. 


My phone beeps again as | turn the key to enter my apartment. 


"skipping class. meet me later?jane" 


| put my phone back in my pocket, for now I've got another problem. The door is already unlocked. 

After the first cautious step inside, | can't find anything wrong with the untidy room. | move slowly, trying to 
see if there's something missing, and just when | was ready to sigh with relief, | am clutched by two strong 
men who grab me by my arms and hold me in place. | kick my feet desperately, struggling to escape - huge 
mistake because it makes one of them punch me in the face to calm me down. 

It works. | relax my body and hang loose in their grip, feeling warm blood leaking out of my nose and rumning 
down to my lips. | close my eyes to take a deep breath and try to get the blood out of my mouth but when | 
open them, | am face to face with a tall, tanned man, his dark hair held in place with tons of hair gel and 
wearing an entirely white suit with a colorful Hawaiian shirt underneath, long story short: an asshole drug 


dealer that goes by the name of Juan Montoya 


"Hello Slash." He says with a thick accent in a sneaky voice that reminds me of a snake... and with horror, | 


catch sight of Clyde's empty cage. 


"Where is he?" | shout and start to struggle again, calming down quickly so as not to get another punch in the 


nose. 
‘It's safe. Now you tell me where my money is." 

| don't say anything. I'm thinking, my brain is browsing through many answers, but | say nothing. 
"Hmm. Well now. You can pay me in ways other than cash." 

My phone rings again. 

"Diego, answer his phone." 

"Could |-maybe.. do that... It's in my pocket and it's really close to my...” 

Diego slaps the pocket to see where the phone is. 

"my ass." 


| stare at the small screen Its Axl. Maybe if l'm smart enough | could give him a clue about what's happening. 


But I'm not. 


"Is it pretty boy?" 


"Who's pretty boy?" 


"Pretty boy with red hair. You and he.. spend some time in my bathroom. 

"Oh, yeah. Yeah, it's pretty boy." 

"Answer it" 

Diego shoves the phone in my ear. 

"Hello? Slash?" the voice asks, but it's not Axl's deep drawl. It's Janie. 

"Hello?" | say, not wanting to make Montoya think it's not pretty boy Im talking to. 

"Before you say anything, l'm calling from Axl's phone because you don't answer my calls. You answered him.." 
"What's up man?" 

"Man? Slash, it's not Axl, | told you. Its Jane," 

"Yeah. Yeah." 

"Ahh... Anyway, the guys are at my house.. You're going to practice in Duff's room.. They're waiting for you." 
"Sure. I'll be there right away." 


One of Montoya's gorillas punches me in my ribs and | let out an involuntary gasp. Guess I'll not be there right 


away. 


"Okay. They are trying to write a song but honestly | don't think they'll do anything without you.." She laughs, 
then stops and sighs sadly. "I'm waiting for you too." 


Beep. 
"Back to our business. How much is this cottage worth?" 
"You can't take away my house!" 


"IFs barely a house, Slash. If you had a house I'll take it and that would be it. You'll have to give me something 


else as well." 
"Like what?" 


"Where's pretty boy?" 


"You want me to sell Axl to you?" | suddenly feel like punching my own face. 


"Or... You could get a dirty job done for me. We need a carrier to Las Vegas next week and I'm not getting on a 


plane with merchandise on me. See how good | am to you, Slasher? I'm even offering you options!" 
"| can't just get on a plane and leave!" 


He yawns and makes a quick flick with his hand which triggers another punch from Diego in my stomach. Isn't 
he just rude! 


"You want your snake back, don't you?" 


| don't have time to say anything. His two brain-washed ex-boxers throw me out of my own house and close 


the door. 
| get up and clean myself of dust. 
There was no time to pee. 


The walk to Duff's place makes me add a few new things to my list. Lost my house, check. Lost my snake, 
check. Am in bullshit up to my neck.. check. 


Duff's door is opened as well but | doubt he also has a bunch of unfriendly drug dealers inside. His place is 
pretty nice, actually. Before going to his room, | run to the bathroom. 


I'm so desperate | ignore the sound of running water, and only after | pee | bother to check the shower. 
Janie. 


"Oh fuck, fuck, sorry, Jane, | didn't.. Fuck's sake!" | try to close my zipper with one hand while the other blocks 
my eyes. 


She stops the water and gets out of the shower. 

"Never seen a naked woman before, Slash?" 

"Jesus Christ, Janie.." | say and start walking around in circles with my hand over my eyes. 
"While you are awkwardly not getting out of the room, can you pass me a towel?" 

"Janie! Why's the front door open?" | hear Duff yelling on the hallway. 


Hide the naked woman! Hide her! 


| hurry to grab a towel from the rack and wrap it around Janie as quick as | can. 


Not quick enough, though, Duff entering the room just as | was glued to his wet little sister trying to roll a 


towel around her boobs. 

“Get out, Janie" He says. 

"Duff." 

"Get the fuck out! 

She finally holds the towel by herself and runs to her room. 
"What are you trying to do, Slash?" 

"Duff, | swear, | didn't know she was here, | covered my eyes!" 
"Yeah, you were covering them alright" 

im not doing anything! She keeps calling mel" 

"She's my sister, Slash. She's only fucking lb, you sick fucker!" 
"| know! | wouldn't touch a single hair of hers, | swear!" 
"You'd better. Promise me" 

"| promise! Duff, Im sorry! 


"We're in my room." He says coldly, then stops, all of a sudden noticing my destroyed face. "What's up with 


your face?" 


sk 

".and then they beat the living shit out of me and threw me out in the street," | finish my story. Duff comes 
back from the kitchen with a back of ice and places it on my nose with a smile that says "I forgive you". or 
at least "| believe your bullshit” 

"They took your house?" Axl asks. 

"Yeah! | don't even know why they want it, it's a total shit hole!" 


There's a honk from the streets. 


"That's Steven with his drumkit" 


"What happened to our studio?" | ask, feeling completely misinformed about what is actually going on with this 
band. 


"We don't have enough money to pay the rent." Izzy simply says. 
"Fuck! How am | going to get enough money to pay Montoya?" 


"Can't you give him something else instead of carrying around illegal stuff?" Axl asks, the only one who shows 


some sign of worrying for me. 
"Yeah..." 

"Well? What is it?" 

Oh, you dont wanna know that, Axl 


Duff and Steven enter the room, both panting from carrying Steven's drums up on the stairs. He asks how are 


things going and Duff explains my last activities. 

But nobody cares. They move on to other subjects that are more important than the fact that | might get 
killed. But | can't stand still. | feel like I'm wasting time, writing shitty songs and sitting on my ass instead of 
doing something to save it. 

"Where am | going to sleep tonight?" | suddenly burst while everybody was discussing chord progressions. 


"l. uh... | only have a small bed." Axl studders. What, he thinks Im going to rape him or something? 


Actually, that doesn't sound so bad right now. He's one of the people I'd just fuck and leave, and the good part 
here is that | know he feels the same way. What's there to lose? 


"You can stay here." | check my ears. Did Duff actually say that? "Because | trust you, Slash. Take it as a 


second chance." 

The rest of the guys stare at him confused, but | got the message and that's all that matters to him. 
"And the money?" | can't help but continue. 

Youre my friends, God dammit, help me!" 


"Foxxi Dollz" Izzy slowly says with a serious glare. He sinks further in the mellow couch and stares into the 


distance. 

" What" | ask. 

"| got a call from Bruce Mel. Y'know, the singer from Foxxi Dollz?" 

Nothing. 

"The Glam band?.." he continues. 

"Nol" Axl yells. "tm not going anywhere near that creep! | almost kicked his ass last time | saw him!" 


"They want a tour together.. With us as the supporting act. And we could also get signed to his record 
company if he likes us... He doesn't know | play with Axl, though..." 


"You dick! How can you like that guy?" 

| don't, Axl. | wasn't going to say anything, but we need money and...” 
"And?" 

"The first show is in Las Vegas." 

My eyes widen. It's the perfect opportunity! 

"Why didn't you tell me that from the beginning?" | ask Izzy. 


Oh, | know why. ‘Cause you hate me. ‘Cause you have a feeling that turns your stomach upside down when you see 


me because you think | fucked your sweet little Axl 


He shrugs and lights himself another cigarette, lying down on the couch again with the same contemplative look 


in his eyes. 


"In that case, guys.. We're off to Vegas." 


Six 


She's wearing a short, red dress. Its really fight, you can see every curve of her body, she walks so feminine, so 
seductive, its almost lke she's floating over the ground There's nothing else, just darkness, a few dim lights 
projected on her and only her, a little smoke in the air from the cigarette she holds between her lps, she's swaying 
fo the slow music, she's moving her hips with the rhythm, she brings one hand to her mouth and takes away the 
cigarette, blowing more smoke into the air, and then she opens her eyes and | can see the fire in them, she 
flutters her long, black lashes in an intense look, she's coming closer, stretches one arm ahead and her long fingers 
draw a trace from my chest downwards, she grabs my hand, she wants fo dance..." 

"Steven! Steven, wake the fuck up!" 

"Pull his pillow from under his head!" 

"What the fuck did this man take to sleep like this?" 

"Whatever it is, | want it, man." Izzy laughs. 

Duff takes two cymbals and strikes them together in an awfully loud noise. 

‘lm up! l'm up!" | mumble, getting out of my bed with my eyes still closed. 

"You need to open them to see where you're walking, Steve, that's how it works." 

They both laugh again Ha ha. 

Nope. I'm not ready for this. | let myself fall back on my bed and am immediately squished by Duff, who jumps 
on me and slaps my face unnecessarily hard. First thing | see today is Duff's huge sunglasses and his equally 
huge grin. 

"Get up, princess." He smiles and follows Izzy down the stairs. Fuck me... this day is going to suck. 

After sleep-walking outside of my apartment, | decide | was too quick to judge. 

Outside in the street, next to an old minivan, the most beautiful girl | have ever seen in my life. 

"Having a hard time waking up, Steve?" Slash smiles and hugs me, | hug back and smile towards Jane. 


"Hi Janie!" Don't be lame, don't be lame..." 


"Hey." 


"You look nice today!" 
"Yeah... thanks." 


| wonder why she looks upset. She gets in the van next to Slash who's driving and | get in the back with Izzy 
and Duff. Sitting down, | feel something mushy under my ass and realize it's an old sandwich. | throw it in the 


street.. and feel like something is missing. 
"Hey guys, where's Axl?" | ask. 


No answer. Do | really talk that quiet or isn't anyone paying attention to me? Izzy always listens, but he seems 
to ignore this question | hope he and Axl didn't fight again or our tour is going to be utter shit. If you ever 
have the chance to hang around with those two, here's an advice: if they are mad on each other, run Run as 


far as you can, 


"He'll be there at the airport." He finally says and checks his watch. "That if he hadn't decided to sell us down 


the river." 


"Don't say that. I'm grateful we're all together at this hour, you can't expect everything to be perfect... nor 


can you expect Axl to be on time." | answer. 

Slash drives like a fucking maniac. However, we got to the airport in time and alive. 
"Guess whol” Someone says and covers Izzy's eyes. 

| laugh. Whoever this is clearly doesn't know Izz too well. 

"Unless | really like you, get your hands off me." 


He does. It's a pretty short guy, with blonde hair and what looks like a fake tan, he's wearing a ripped white top 
and black leather pants with a leopard print scarf around his waist. | guess the glam boys are here! He throws 
his colorful bag on the ground and stretches his arms to welcome Izzy in a hug, who throws him a look to kill 


and lets himself get hugged until he gets bored and pushes him away. 


Bruce is the lead singer for, umm.. Foxxi Dollz. The rest of the group is practically his clones with different 
heights. The drummer's name is Lion..something. | remembered the first part because of his huge orange hair. 
The bassist is a tall blonde named Darren, he didn’t really say anything while we waited at the airport but he 
ordered two milkshakes and was dissatisfied with both of them. Their guitarist, Tom, is tall and muscular, with 
long black hair and excessive amounts of makeup. The only time | got balls to look him in the eyes | swear he 


wanted to kill me. 


We all feel extremely uncomfortable around these guys but also a little entertained and amused. 


"So Izzy, you're doing vocals as well now?" Bruce asks, dropping one leg over the other in a very feminine pose. 
"What?.. No, we have a singer... At least | hope so." 

"Oh, really? Who?" 

"Uh, just a guy. You'll meet him soon" 


"Hey, Izz, man, | don't wanna bother you or something but it's getting kinda late. Should | go get Axl?" Slash 
interrupts them. 


"Axl, as in Axl Rose?" Bruce shouts and puts his hand over his heart in a dramatically gesture, his bracelets 


making a jingle sound every time he moves his arms. 


Izzy smiles awkwardly and shrugs, as in, "eh what can you do". He should go and get Axl. He should find him 


and see what is his problem, because there is definitely a problem. 


Duff fixes his eyes on him. They always seem to communicate like this; you can barely understand their 


conversations. 
Go after Axl Dont let Slash make a move: 


Izzy sends him a sad look: ‘What if I scare him off? What if he needs space? Id rather have him as a friend than 
noting at all’ 


"Yeah, tell him to get his ass over here or we'll leave without him." Izzy ends up saying. 
Duff sighs disappointed: ‘You pussy. / dare you' 


"Or even better, I'll go with you." 


žk% 


Life is fragile. Everything is; everything you have can break, and it can break any moment now. Then you think: 
won't | be better off dead? When l'm dead, does it matter anymore? 


You're alive. You wish you weren't. And what if you die and then regret it, what if you want back the feeling 
of being alive, the taste of your favorite food, the cold touch of snow in the winter or the fresh smell of 


grass in the summer? 


You would be dead. You would wish you were alive. 


That's why the best thing is to be at the edge. You just can't complain anymore, can you? 


Standing at the edge - that's exactly what he's trying to do now, balancing at the very line between life and 
death. One jump, it's all it takes. 


Like a punch in the face from destiny itself, down on the street underneath his feet, Izzy and Slash walking 
together like good friends. 


They've come for you, Axl. They'll climb the stairs and help you decide. They'll help, either by holding you back 


or pushing you out. 

"What's the time?" 

"Late," Izzy answers anxiously. 

"Does he always do this?" 

"Yes. Basically." 

"| think we missed the plane, Izz" Slash sighs. 


"We'll take the next one." He rolls his eyes. He's got enough on his mind already without Slash constantly 
pointing out the obvious like a drunk 5 year old. 


"Hey, Izz, umm.." 

"What? What is it now?" 

Slash's face turned white. He points his finger up to the last floor of the building in front of them. 
"Axl!" Izzy yells and runs into the building to climb the stairs as fast as he can 

This cant be happening 

Slash follows, yelling Axl's name like an echo in Izzy's mind. 


Axl twitches and gasps, frightened. To the right of his window, the building has an inviting concrete border just 
as wide for him to step on. 


He feels the rough wall and tries to set his foot on the little border. He knows he could do it... if only he wasn't 


be shaking so hard! The sounds of Izzy and Slash's footsteps on the stairs only make it worse. 


"Axl!" Izzy yells in despair and runs to the window. He thrusts out his hand and offers it to Axl, who is frozen 


with fear. 
"Take my hand and come down, Axl! Please! Listen to mel" 


Izzy's words seem to mix up with the powerful sound of the wind blowing right through his ears until they 
fade into the background. Turning his head, he only sees him mouthing the words without hearing them at all. 


"Axl! Come down from there!" 
Izzy turns around to see Slash standing on the floor of Axl's apartment. 
"What are you doing? Fucking help me out!" 


Slash lowers his look into the ground. His lips start to tremble and when he looks back to Izzy, his eyes sparkle 
with tears. 


Slash hurries to the window. 
"Hey Axl! Fuck youl" he yells 

"What the fuck are you doing?! This won't help, move away!" 

"Nol Aren't you tired of all this bullshit? You keep waiting for something, why don't you just act?" 
"What are you even talking about?" Izzy screams 

"It takes a crazy person to help another!" 


He grabs the edge of the window and jumps on it, losing balance for a moment. Moving slowly, but too fast, he 
walks along the border to meet Axl. 


"Cat got your tongue?" Slash asks. 


Axl's cheeks are wet with tears and they keep coming. He can't make a sound, he's breathing fast and choking 


every time he tries to say something. 


"You wanna jump? I'll jump with you. You think | have something to lose? | won't give a shit if | died now or in a 


few days or in a few years, and do you know why?" 
He waits for something from the redhead's part, but he just chokes on a few more tears. 


"Because nobody gives a shit about me. Everything good | get in this life, | destroy it, and everyone leaves me 
at one point. You will all hate me and you will all leave me." 


He stretches one foot ahead of him. Axl gasps at the sight of it, with nothing but air underneath it. 
"| don't want you to die." He manages to say. 

"I will if you jump." Slash whispers. 

"Axl! Please take my hand!" 


He can hear Izzy now. It's clear as crystal. He turns his head and sees him, worried, waiting for him to take his 


hand and climb down back into the safety of his apartment. 
"Let's jump, Axl," 
"Come downl" 


"We'll do it together. There's nothing to lose... is there” 


Seven 


Why did they have to come? Sitting on the edge, there was no decision to make. But now, Axl was facing the 


problem itself, and he needed to choose. 


Almost entirely outside the window, Izzy was still stretching his arm in the air, hoping some kind of rational 
thinking would strike Axl's mind. 


Slash's dark curls danced in the wind. He played with his foot outside the stone border, seeming happy in an 
odd way, the kind of happy someone gets when they go mad and in an excess of adrenaline jump in front of a 
train. 

"We have a plane to catch" Axl slowly said, the lump in his throat finally disappearing. He took Slash's warm 
hand in his and for a moment they both lost balance as they weren't supporting themselves against the wall 


anymore. What an ironic incident would that have been, dieing the moment you decide to live. 


"Move away." He shouted towards Izzy, trying to cover up the loud noise the cars were making in the street 


with his still weak voice. 


"You'll fall" His hand started to shake, but it didn't matter how long he had to keep it there as long as he could 


save Axl. 
"| can do it by myself!" 


Ah, classic ego-centered diva Axl is back. Izzy stepped away from the window and watched speechlessly as Axl 
got back into the apartment and proudly wiped away the last traces of tears. 


Slash jumped back inside with a loud noise and started laughing blatantly. It seemed a little macabre in Izzy's 


mind, ‘Ax/ could have died, you fucker! 


‘ll leave you two to it” Slash laughed again and walked towards the door, turning his head to say one more 


thing to Axl. 
"You're fucking insane.” Slash grinned. 


"No, you're a fucking idiot" Izzy added, his heart still going crazy. He went straight from being worried to 
death to the angriest he has ever been on Axl. 


"| was just getting a fresh breath of air." 


Slash laughed again at this statement, the same crazy laugh that scratched Izzy's ears. What was there to 
laugh about? Was it so funny that he really cared and everybody took it as a joke? Was him such a funny joke 


for Slash? 


And in that instant, he decided to wipe away that fat grin from Slash's face and made a dart for him. He 
grabbed him by his t-shirt and smashed him against the wall. 


"Fucking laugh now, you fucking leech!" 

"What's your real problem, Izz?" Slash smiled defiantly. 

"You. You're my problem." 

"| said I'd leave you two to it, if you didn't understand what | meant than you're the fucking idiot here. | was 
going to do just that, until you jumped at my throat, asshole. And now I've decided | won't leave you two to 
anything.” 

Slash tried to struggle and instead received a punch in the mouth, splitting his lower lip. 


Axl grabbed Izzy from his back and pushed him aside while Slash was wiping the blood away. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you Izzy?" Axl yelled. Izzy ran his fingers through his hair and stared at Slash's 
bloody lips. 


"Like Slash said, what is your fucking problem?! And what the fuck do you want from me?" 
Izzy let out a surprised "huh" and buried his face in his hands. 


"Im sorry, Izzy." Slash said calmly, staring at the blood on his fingers. "But what's been done is done. | can't go 
back." He raised his eyes and looked at him from behind a few stray curls. 


Izzy wiped away the hair from his eyes and started to massage his temples in an attempt to calm down 
"Fine. Fine." He breathed "This is what we're going to do, the same we've been doing since we were kids, and 
that's just ignoring things. You know? Pretending everything's fine. We'll go and get that tour done. | need 
money.” He looked at Slash again and remembered his problems, although he couldn't care less if he was going 
to get killed or not. "We all need money. So let's just try and stop acting completely crazy for a few weeks, 
what do you say?" 

Slash wanted to smile, but his split lip hurt too much to do that, and that's exactly what Izzy was going for. 


| want both of you to stay the fuck away from me." Axl said, staring at the dust covered floor. Both Slash 


and Izzy looked at him confused, seeing as none of them were intending to do that. 


"We are.. work.. partners. Colleagues. And when the tour is done | don't want to see any of you ever again" 


"Hah." Slash said sarcastically. "Consider myself out of this band after this tour. You're all fucking crazy." 

*% 

Soon, the hottest news was all over the place. Guns n' Roses, the most dangerous band straight from LA and 
Foxxi Dollz, the biggest Glam band of the moment were touring together, and what other city could these bad 
boys choose for their first show if not Vegas? 


What the excited fans didn't knew, however, was that the ‘bad boys' were on a very, very late plane, all 
fucking angry on each other and on the brink of breaking up. 


By accident, Slash and Axl had the ‘honor’ of receiving two seats next to each other, and no matter how hard 
Axl tried to keep their thighs from touching, it was impossible. He squeezed himself on the edge of his chair, 
trying to at least keep their arms from meeting. 


While Slash was feeling extremely uncomfortable, Izzy took the "l'm here for business" attitude as he stood at 


a few seats distance from them with his sunglasses on. 
Who in his right mind would wear sunglasses on a plane? 
After he shifted a little more in his seat, Slash decided to get up and go to the bathroom. 


The pressure built up in Axl's head until it hurt. He needed to talk to at least one of them, and since Izzy was 
ice-cold, he followed volcano-Slash through the small aisle that led to the restroom. 


He found Slash leaning against the wall with the most uncomfortable expression on his face. 

"What's with the face?" Axl smiled. ‘Yeah, try and be funny now, after you caused so much trouble. He thought: 
"What do you think it is? I've got drugs in my ass" 

"You might wanna keep your voice down a little." 

"Yeah. Oh, and also something else." 

Oh boy.. 

"When Izzy was attacking me.. why didn't you do anything?" 

"What did you want me to do? Get between you and be punched myself?" 


‘tm not talking about separating us. You didn't react... at all. You kind of just stood there, fascinated or 


something.” 


"What do you mean?" Axl asked in a shaky voice. 


"You liked that, didn't you?" Slash whispered and came closer to Axl. "You liked that we were both tensed, you 
liked that he was threatening me at such a close distance.." His arms started to wander, rubbing Axl's thighs 
slowly as he came closer and closer. 


"You liked that he was trying to intimidate me and our lips were almost touching.." 

He backed up and straightened his expression "Didn't you?" 

"So what?" 

"Hah! | knew it, you weirdo!" 

"What's so weird about it? You're two men | find really attractive and that was really hot" 


Slash laughed. 
"Maybe we and angry little Izz should have a threesome someday. 


"Slash! Fuck's sake!" Axl yelled disgusted. 


The bathroom door opened and Slash got in, still laughing about the idea, leaving Axl on the small hallway in a 


confusing sexual frustration 


He checked twice if his boner didn't show through his jeans and walked back to his seat, meeting Izzy's eyes on 


his way. 


He didn't knew what was going on in his mind, but something told him Izzy was trying to say "Good evening, 


colleague." 


It was a situation he himself created, and while at first he thought this was what he wanted, Axl now realized 
how much he would miss Izzy if he disappeared from his life. Even now, with him being so close but acting so 
cold and distant, even that made him cringe and regret his own stupidity. 


In an attempt to take his mind off of thing, Axl's eyes searched for the rest of his band finally found them in 
the last row of seats, with Janie between Duff and Steven. As hurried as they were to catch the plane and 
with all the messy twirling in his brain, he didn't even notice that Duff's little sister was here as well. 


He looked at her and after a few seconds, she raised her eyes and her attitude startled him. She didn’t take 
her eyes off of him until he felt too uncomfortable to look anymore. Was she mad at him as well? What 


reasons would she have? 


The plane was about to land soon and Slash, even though going to the bathroom every five minutes, was now 


still in there, his last visit lasting a little bit longer. 

He came back to his seat with his face as white as a sheet. 
"What happened?" 

"| think." 

Axl's eyes widened and he waited for an answer from Slash's part. 


"| think something broke." 


Eight 


They say all you do in this life comes back to you in the end, but bad karma is one thing, having bad luck 
through out your whole life is another, and if there would be one person to know how this feels, it would be 


Slash. 


Outside the airport, Bruce and his Glam boys had a limousine waiting for them, but they weren't at all willing 


to share, especially since Slash was acting weird and looking like he was going to puke everywhere. 

They didn't have much to do but wait for a cab and watch as he coiled up with his knees at his chest. 
"We have to go, we have to go now!" he cried. 

"Should we..like.. go to a hospital?" Duff tried, although nobody looked especially concerned. The thing is, he 
managed to "save his ass" in time, and now he was only suspicious about the possibility of drugs running 


through his system the wrong way. 


"They'll search in my ass!" He cried again on a high pitched voice, actual tears appearing in the corner of his 


eyes this time. 


"Oh my god, he's turning purple!" Izzy exclaimed quite amused. Duff bit his lower lip in an attempt to hold back 
his laughter but only managed to make a clown-like giggle. 


Axl came running from the end of the street and picked Slash up to carry him to the taxi he just found. 
"What would you all do without me?" he asked with a smug. 


"| think we would be quite alright." Janie muttered meanly, then felt bad and tried to figure it out if anyone 
heard that. They didn't. 


Obviously, there is no place for a whole rock n' roll band in one taxi. Axl, Slash, Steven and Janie decided to go 


ahead and book their rooms while Duff and lzzy took their time to find another car. 


‘| want to stay with Janie, y'know, keep an eye on her." Duff said thoughtful as he mixed up the sugar in his 


coffee. 


They walked slowly down a busy street, talking and enjoying their hot drinks while various hurried characters 
bumped into them. 


"Can | stay with Steven?" 


"Nah, he already claimed Slash." 


"Axl?! | have to stay with Axl?" Izzy stopped, spilling some of his coffee on the white sleeves of his shirt. 
"IFII be alright" Duff calmly said, wiping it away with his own sleeve. 

"No, | don't think so. It's like he's afraid of me or something." 

"| don't get it. Is Slash his boyfriend now, or what?" 

"Slash belongs to no one. | don't know what Axl thinks. It's like he's trying to use him to keep me away." 
"It makes no sense." 

"I think it does, actually. In Axl's mind" 

"He's just a coward." 

"Maybe." 

*% 

"Dont you ever think about, like, what would be like to umm, be a girl? Like having boobs and everything?" 


Slash laughed and yelled those words into Axl's face, who tried to avoid him but the space in the car was way 


too small. 
"No, Slash." 


Slash's face was now a bright shade of red and the tears kept coming although he was laughing and saying 
every single thing that crossed his mind 


"| had a dream about that! It was fucking weird! Would you like being fucked by someone as a girl, Axl?" 
The taxi driver shot Slash a confused look through his mirror 

"Is he.. high?" he asked carefully 

"No, he's always like that" Steven smiled 

"Always my ass! Haha, get it? Oh god! Hey could you fucking driver faster? Hey, asshole! Drive fasterll" 
"Slash! There's a lady in this car" Steven shouted offended. 


Janie rolled her eyes. So much for chasing the mysterious bad boy. This tour is going to be nothing but 
waiting for her older brother in cheap hotel rooms. 


The moment they got to the hotel, Slash headed straight for the bathroom. His and Steven's room was right 
across the way from Izzy and Axl's while the Mckagan brothers had their room at the end of the hallway. 


Axl always thought that the first time he was going to step into Vegas, he'll go out and party all night. This 
time though he didn't feel like doing that at all. He just wanted to get in his bed and sleep, hopefully Izzy still 
had those partying plans in his head so that he'll sleep alone. 

The moment he opened the door his jaw dropped to the floor. 

One bed. 

The guy at the reception couldn't offer him another. 

He tried trading with Steven but he won't leave his friend alone "in this state". 

Well fuck you too, destiny. 

After a while he begins to think that maybe Izzy got hit by a car and that's why he is not showing up. Great. 
He throws himself on the soft mattress of the bed. Okay, this is not that bad at all. And its pretty big, too, 
you could fit three people in there with no problems. He can't decide if this fact makes him relieved or 
disappointed. 

Just when his eyes close and he's starting to drift away, the door opens and closes itself with a loud bang. 
"Don't you ever knock?" 

"You don't knock either." Izzy says, throwing his bag and shirt on the floor. 

did knock, and you opened. You shouldnt have opened" Axl thought. 

After throwing his shoes away as well he finally decides to look over at Axl. 

"One bed?" 

"| tried at the reception There are no more rooms." 


"Well ain't that cliché." 


He lays down next to Axl. There is definitely enough room there and a huge gap between them. They stay like 


that in silence for a moment, staring at the ceiling. 


"This is nice." Izzy says, after a while. "I think it's the best hotel we've ever been to, right?" 
"Let's just call our manager and see if he can find us another room!" 

"Why? Axl, we can sleep in the same bed, we've done it before. Im not going to.." 

"Why'd you stop?" 

"We're not even going to be here a lot. There's nothing for you to worry about, okay?" 
"Who's worrying? I'm not worrying.” 


"Okay, Axl" Izzy said softly. He just couldn't resist Axl when he was so stubborn and slightly angry, it made 


him look even cuter. 

"Ill go see how's Slash." 

"Right. Run to Slash." 

"He's our guitarist, Im just checking if he'll be able to play. That's al" 

"Did | say anything?" 

Axl rolled his eyes and stomped out of the room closing the door with even a louder bang than Izzy's. 
xXx 

"| think I'm going to die." 

"You're not dieing." 

"How would you know?" 


Axl sighed and rolled Slash's shirt up. Apart from being old and torn, it was now covered in all kind of gross 


substances that Axl wouldn't like to know about. 

"You're taking care of me." Slash looked up to him as he took a wet cloth and wiped his forehead. "Why?" 

Good question. Axl didn't knew exactly what he felt towards Slash. Was it love? Of course not. Or maybe, but a 
different kind of love. He felt connected to him in many ways and especially felt.. alike. He truly believed they 


could watch each other's backs. 


"You love him, dont you?" 


Axl stopped and looked at Slash. His eyes were still wet with tears but his look was cold. Why is it that 


everything comes back to Izzy? 


"| wasn't going to tell you this, ever, but | can't really seem to stop my tongue right now, so Im just going to 


say it anyway." Slash continued in a slurred voice. 

"No, Slash, | don't think | want to know what..." 

"I think I'm falling for you. No, | know I'm falling for you. Wait, no... I've already done that. The first time | saw 
you, actually. You played with this guy... Chris... Something... And | just, | couldn't take my eyes off of you. So | 
said, one day.. One day! I'll have that!" 

"That's not love, Slash, you just wanted to fuck me." 


"See, that's what | thought. But it's not that. Because I've already fucked you. Great fuck Top shelf" 


Axl raised an eyebrow. It seemed like the kind of thing to say to your drink buddies, not to the person in cause. 
He didn't knew exactly how to feel, flattered or used. 


"But | don't feel like doing it again just because of that. | think | really love you." 
Flattered. 
"That's not okay." Was all he could say. 


"| know. Oh well, what can you do?" He sighed and tried to get up but his feet wobbled too much so he stood 


back down on the bathroom floor. "| never really get what | want forever, | just get.. a taste." 
Now this was turning sad. 
"What are you going to do?" He asked Axl on a serious tone. 


The redhead stood down next to him and they both stared at their feet in silence. What are they going to do?.. 


‘Izzy, for me... He's something | can't sort out. | tend to put people in categories, make sure from the beginning 


| know what's up with them. But with Izzy, | never knew how to do that.” 
"He loves you, you know that, right?" 


"I want to get past this... thing, that's keeping me away from going to him right now and kiss him. | did that, 
once, but | was high. To be honest | thought | was dreaming." 


"See, | don't get why people shouldn't be high at all times." 
They both started laughing. 


Sometimes, when things get so seriously fucked up, all you can do is laugh. 


Nine 


Somehow, Slash survived. He passed out on his bed in the empty hotel room and waited either to die or get 


back on his feet. 


The door opened slowly without a noise. He stole a glance at the floor and watched as two thin feet stepped 
carefully on the fluffy carpet. He closed his eyes and pretended he was sleeping. 


Janie looked around the room in search for something. Slash opened his eyes just a little bit and through his 
black eyelashes he saw her looking through Steven's bag, then coming closer and sitting down on his bed. 


He felt the tips of her fingers tracing a line on his bare back, along his spine, down to his hips. 


Suddenly, Slash grabbed his gun from under his pillow and pointed it at her with the fiercest expression he 
could make without bursting into laughter. 


"Fuck! Don't shoot!" 
"Is empty.." He laughed. "God, you should have seen your face." 


"Slash! Don't do that to me, you fucking scared me. See, my heart is bumping out of my chest" She said, 
taking one of Slash's hands and placing it on her chest while she was breathing rapidly. 


He stared at it open mouthed for a few seconds than took his hand away and ran it through his hair. 

"So, what's up with the gun? Are you actually an assassin?" She smiled, hoping she would find something about 
him that would interest her again, because it would be such a waste for a gorgeous man like him to be so 
boring. 


"Well, since Im being chased by some dangerous guys, | thought | should be prepared” 


He looked at his gun proudly and tried to swing it on his fingers but dropped it to the ground, making Janie 
giggle again. 


The door flung open and Izzy came running in the room, topless as well. 
"Whoa, guys, are you sure you chose the right career? Ever thought of becoming strippers?" Janie chirped. 
"Ha, ha | was just looking for a clean t-shirt, does anybody in this band own such a thing?" 


"Steven" Slash said and buried his head back into the pillows while Janie analyzed Izzy's body. 


"Is hot outside, you know?" She smiled. 
"Yeah, | can see that. Does your brother know you're walking around in underwear?" 
"| was going to take a shower...” 


Izzy laughed, borrowing one of Steven's small t-shirts that didn't even cover his belly. Just as he was about 


to storm out of the door as sudden and unexpected as he came in, something caught his attention 
"Hey, whose gun is this?" He said, weighting it in his hands. 

Slash raised up two fingers. 

"Can | have it?" 

"No..2" he muttered into the pillows. 

"How about we make a trade? I've got a friend in town who can help you with your drugs thingy.’ 
Slash raised his head and frowned suspiciously. 

"Okay...2" 


"Go to this hotel." Izzy said, giving him a small crumpled card. "And ask for Victoria Clarkson. Tell her you're 


my close friend” 
"Am 1.2" 

Alsi 

"Okay, take the gun." 


Izzy smiled happily and hid the gun under his t-shirt but then realized it could barely fit in there so he 
shrugged and walked out on the hallway swinging it between his fingers expertly. 


Going back to his room, he found the door closed. He knocked and yelled at Axl to open it, but he got no 


response. Resigned and a little bit ashamed of his revealing t-shirt, he decided to go down to the bar and keep 
Duff from getting way too drunk. 


eR 


With his head still feeling light and knees weak, Slash stood in front of a small, decrepit motel. He walked over 


to the very unfriendly receptionist and took another look at the small card Izzy gave him. 

"Um, hi" He smiled "Do you know if there's anyone checked in by the name of Victoria Clarkson?" 
The guy continued to read his newspaper without looking at Slash. 

Ae 

"Are you sure about that?" He tried again, sliding a few dollars on the counter. 

He took the money and browsed through an old looking notebook 

"May | know who's asking?." 

"Im... Fred, her cousin" 


"There's no Victoria in here. Are you sure you're not looking for Vicky Love?" He leaned over the counter and 


whispered.. "the porn actress" 

Now won't you look at that, Slash thought. Izzy and his acquaintances. 

"Yeah, that's her. What's her room?" 

"I don't think you should be.. bothering her... right now" 

"Oh no, it's okay. I'm supposed to be there as well” 

"Her cousin, you said?.." he frowned. 

"Yep" 

The receptionist sighed and shook his head in sign of disgust, then led him to Vicky's room. 


Slash took some time to think about what he'll say, took a deep breath of air and knocked. A small, bald guy 


popped his luscious head outside and glanced at him head to toes. 
"Are you here for the sandwich?" 

"The... sandwich... Uh, l'm a friend of Vicky's.. 1. 

"What's your name, boy?" 


"Uh... lzzy..? lzzy Stradlin" 


The door was closed in his face, then after a few loud moans, a tall, well build woman opened it again and 


stared at him with big brown eyes, fluttering her fake eyelashes 

"You're not Izzy!" She yelled, chewing her gum noisily. 

"Im a very closed friend of his. He sent me to get something from you" 

"Oh, Izzy, Izzy. He never forgets, does he?" 

"Yeah, this Izzy.. What are we going to do with him, huh?" Slash responded anxiously. 


"Exactly! Oh gosh, does he still have that parrot? You should have seen Izzy's parrot! Ohh, good times!" She 
laughed loudly. "Ah.. Did he say anything abot me?" She smiled and adjusted her bra. 


"Yeah... Of course, hahal He.. can't wait to see you again! 

"Oh my god! | should totally pay him a visit, right? Remind him of the good times, right?" 
"Right" He said cheerfully. ‘Now, about the thing." 

"Oh yeah, of course!" 


After a few more minutes spent staring at the door, she came back and shoved a huge plastic bag in his 


hands. 

"That should be enough! Hey boy, what's your name?" 

Fred? 

"Slash." He answered. 

"You're cute!" She winked and closed the door again, leaving Slash with a huge grin, hugging the plastic bag like 
a happy kid on Christmas Eve. 

sk 

Duff was sober! 


Thanks to the elegant restaurant the hotel had and his "exquisite" company, there was no wonder why. 


Izzy found him bored to death, sipping champagne from a tiny glass with a tiny cherry and a tiny umbrella, 


listening to Bruce's story, who sat cross-legged on one of those tall chairs in front of the bar. 


Izzy smiled and walked over to them, making the tall blonde almost get up and hug him relieved. 


"Take me away from here." Duff whispered through his teeth as he showed a nice smile towards the Glam 


boys. 


"Hey guys, | have an ideal Let's go out and see one of those nice Las Vegas clubs, am | right?" Izzy shouted 
enthusiastic, with Duff next to him gesturing just as excited, but none of the Foxxi Dollz were impressed. 


"| don't really know.." Tom, the black-haired guitarist muttered and looked at Duff saddened. 
Izzy threw Duff a disgusted look: ‘Ugh, what's up with that? 
Duff slapped his own forehead and nodded. Fuckin’ hell, man, he's been hitting on me since we got here." 


Izzy hold back his laughter. 
"Whatever, guys, we're off, me and my beautiful blonde friend 


Duff hit him in the ribs with his elbow. 


"Hope you all have fun here 

They got out and looked around confused. Big city, many opportunities, just the two of them 
"Izzy, what the fuck was that" 

"Be proud, he thinks you're hot! You're hot for both sexes! 

"Everybody is gay! 

"No they are not! Izzy laughed 

"Everybody! Is! Gay!" 

"Okay, fine, everybody's gay!" 

"Don't let them take me, Izz" Duff chuckled and let himself fall in Izzy's arms dramatically 
“Get the fuck off mel 


And just as they were frantically laughing like two teenagers, the four Glam rockstars came running to them, 


ready to be lured in the hazy world of the true rock n' roll life. 


Ten 


Some say the worst feeling in the world is that of loneliness. That's how Axl was feeling, being alone, even 


when in the centre of a huge group of friends, and always feeling that something is missing. 

The hotel room only gave him time to think about it and the silence was putting such a pressure on his ears 
until they started ringing. Maybe he was crazy, after all. Maybe they were right, and his place was in a mental 
hospital, next to other lunatics like himself. 


The same questions and not being able to answer them bothered him again. 


Why wasn't he able to get closer to the people he loved, why did he try to stay away, enough not to get 
involved in anything... 


Why didn't he go out with Izzy? Why did he stay, left hopeless on the floor with an old photo between his 
fingers and a half empty bottle of Jack to his side? 


Him and Izzy in black and white, hugging each other on the first day of summer holiday. 
Happy... Or so they seem. 
He decided enough is enough. When Izzy is going to come back to him, he'll make up to him once and for all. 


** 
Izzy found himself swaying dizzily on an unknown street near a bus stop when a weak hand grabbed his arm 


desperately. 
"IFs okay, Duff." he muttered and hold his friend so that he won't fall off his feet. 


The blonde gave him a confused look and proceeded to puke all over his own feet. Fortunately, Izzy was always 


there to help him out, since he became almost immune to huge quantities of alcohol. 
"Fuck, Duff" 
He looked at his friend who was now smiling widely, trying to keep balance, and thought about where they were. 


Not only about how the fuck was that street called, but also about their band, the paths they were taking and 
how their bad decisions were going to affect their lives. About how long was it going to last. If he was going to 
find another band or he'll have to sell drugs again. About death, and how surprisingly fast it was sneaking on 


them. 


Bruce didn't stand a chance. His weak stomach had given in very quickly, then one by one his band mates 


announced they were going back to the hotel to spend the rest of the night recovering. 


Tom, however, was still standing tall. Very tall. Izzy was tring to figure it out if he was really so strong or he 


cheated, barely taking a drink while lost in Duff's hazel eyes. 


Duff noticed Tom staring at him again and leaned into Izzy. 
"Im going to punch him. And if | can't.. then I'm going to puke on him." 


He barely heard his best friend's voice as a familiar figure caught his eye. 

"Im going back to the hotel" Izzy said suddenly, his eyes still glued on the moving subject. 
"No! Why! Don't leave me alone, | don't want to be raped! I'm still so young and talented!" 
"Okay. Come with me?" 

"No way man. I'm getting shit-faced" 

"ShiHtier than this?" 

"The shittiest!.." 

"Good luck, | guess." 


Ah, typical Izzy. He pushed Duff aside and made sure he could stand on his feet, then ran away to catch the 


bus and left him in the protective arms of the stranger glam guitarist. 
Duff looked over at his new drinking buddy and thought it was okay as long as he didn't talk too much. 


Slash took a seat at the front of the bus, unaware that he was being watched. He started playing with his 
hair, stretching one curl ahead, his eyes crossing. He looked around nervously as someone charged seats. He let 
his head down, letting his hair fall over his eyes like a protective curtain and started picking on a stain on his 


pants. 


While Izzy looked at him carefully; he felt that something was wrong, unusual. Was this really Slash he was 
watching? 


He acted differently around other people. He was trying to overcome his shyness with a cocky attitude. But 
watching him alone, just a boy taking the bus, Izzy felt compassion for Slash for the first time since he saw 
him. 


His thoughts ran quickly back to Axl and as he remembered that this innocent guy in front of him was the 


bastard that stole his love and sold his drugs, hate and anger came rolling back into his heart. 


Suddenly, he was struck with an idea. His fingers slid down in his pocket and touched the cold metal of the gun. 


A small smile crept over his face.. Wouldn't that be ironic, to kill him with his own gun? 

Fingers tangled over the weapon and he almost had it out until he realized he was riding the bus with several 
other people, including a very nice old lady sitting next to Slash that he didn't wanted to kill by accident or even 
splash her with blood 


The bus stopped and shook Izzy out of his fantasy. He followed Slash from a safe distance and took the stairs 


instead of the elevator. 

And, just as he knew it, Slash stopped in front of Axl's room. His hand came up and was about to knock, then it 
stopped and slowly ran across the doorknob. He let out a loud sigh, face-palmed himself and went back to his 
room. 

After making sure he hadn't been seen, Izzy knocked powerfully so that Axl would hear him.. 

And he was let inside. 

** 

Janie opened the door slowly, thinking there was still maybe a small chance her brother was still in his hotel 
room. She sighed relieved when she saw that she was alone and threw her jacket on the floor. Looking briefly 
on the mirror in the hallway, she found a note. 

'Look under your pillow." 

Ooh, a game! The first exciting thing since she left on tour with a rock band is a post-it note! 

She ran to her bed and under her pillow she found another one. 


"There's something in the bathroom." 


Although feeling a bit disappointed, she rushed to the bathroom with hope she'll find Slash taking a shower. 
Unfortunately, all she found was another god damn post-it saying: 


"Youll find something in my room." 


Without even thinking twice, she hurried to Slash's hotel room and found the door open. 


At the same time, Steven was running down the stairs as fast as he could 


"Is he still alive?" he cried into his cell phone and stormed out of the hotel in search for a cab. 


** 
"Hi, Slash" Janie whispered and ran her hand through her hair. The whole room was dark, lightened only by a 
few scented candles spread across it and the small coffee table from the hallway was moved in the middle of 


the room, a bottle of wine and two glasses set on it along with more candles. 


Janie was amazed. She knew that Slash was indeed romantic and sweet, she knew it from the beginning. 


However, her crush didn't respond to her greeting. 
He looked asleep on the table, another bottle of wine in his hand. 


She took a seat next to him, still touched by the amazing setting. She slowly brushed away the curls that 


were hiding his face and raised his chin up, but Slash looked miserable. 
"Is something wrong?" 

"Everything." He said and took another sip of wine. 

"Thank you for this. It's beautiful." 

Slash looked around saddened. 

"Yeah." 

"You're not feeling okay, are you?" 

Slash hurried to empty the bottle but she stopped him. 

"You should sleep now. It's very late.." She smiled. "Come on, I'll help you." 
As she tried to get him up and lead him to the bed, Slash grabbed her wrist. 
"You're under arrest." He mumbled incoherently. 

"That's a very weak handcuff" 

"You want me to be rougher?" 


She laughed and took his hand, taking him to the bed. Slash set his head on the pillow and looked at her as she 
took off her t-shirt. 


"You're very.. very beautiful." 


She smiled again, helping him out of his clothes, and was happy to sit next to him in the bed, watching as his 
eyelids closed and he started dreaming. About what, she didn't knew, but she sure hoped it had something to 
do with her. 


Eleven 
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Izzy took a step into the dark room and watched as Axl's silhouette moved slowly towards the bed. It seemed 
as he had just woken him up and he knew damn well how grumpy Axl is when that happens. 


His first impulse was to find the second bed that was usually present in a room containing a sleeping Axl. But 


that bed is nowhere to be found.. 


He remembered what a drama Axl made about sharing the bed and thought to himself that this is going to be 
an interesting night. 


His favorite redhead was already wearing only a tank top and boxers when he curled back into his side of the 
bed. Izzy looked at him for a moment than snapped out of it. He took off his jacket and shoes and got under 
the blanket just like that. 


"You smell weird" He heard Axl's deep voice coming from not even 5 cm away from him, and suddenly had a 


weird flashback of an old chat of theirs when they were 10. 
"| know. | stink. Sorry: 

"OF alcohol!" 

"Wow. | know! That's outrageous! 


Axl turned around and tried to figure out Izzy's face in the darkness. His body was still, like a plank, as he sat 
on his back with his eyes wide open facing the ceiling. 


"Izz.. Can | tell you something?" 
"Yes," he sighed, "anything. You know that." 


"Okay," Axl took a deep breath, as gathering a little bit of courage, and Izzy knew this was going to be 


something important. 


"Look, the thing is. I's mainly your fault." 


"Huh? What did | do now?" His eyes widened in surprise. This.. was not unexpected. It was typical for Axl. 


"Don't act like that! How can it be my fault? It can't be, obviously. So, through elimination, it's you who's to 
blame for this." 


"This He cocked an eyebrow at Axl. "What do you mean, this?" 

"This, me getting weird.. feelings. You know | don't trust people! Even when we were kids, | thought you were 

my friend, and then | was like ‘oh, what if we could be more than that, but that didn't happen and you got a 
girlfriend and | was confused, | just.. You gave me all these mixed signals and now you're acting as if I've done 


something horrible, l." 


"Woah, woah, woah! Hold on there!” He said, getting his head up from the pillow. "Are you saying.. Are you 
saying you liked me, too? That you still do?" 


"God, Izzy! No! Where did you get that?" Axl yelled, getting up from the bed as well. 


"Huh?! You just said it! You said.. when we were kids! You never showed affection to me! How could | have 


known?" 

"Affection? Izzy, please!” 

"You know what? l'm sick of this. You just said it yourself. Im not taking anymore bullshit 

He made his way to crumpled sheets and blankets and touched Axl's face, dragging him close into a kiss. 
As soon as their lips met in a warm touch, Axl pushed his chest away. 


"No, you idiot! You got it the wrong way! Uhh! God, | had such a well put together speech, | swear... | had all 
these things | wanted to tell you and now | said it all wrong." 


Izzy smiled. What Axl said wasn't exactly clear or intelligible, but in a way, it was all he ever wanted to hear. 
"Just say you like me." He smiled. 

"|." Axl's face got red and he faced down. 

"Come on. It's not that hard. Three little words." 

"Shut up! Im working on it!" 


"Repeat after me. |." 


"Dipshit! | know how to speak!" 
"Do you, really?" 
"| love you." 


Axl hurried to shout out the words, as if it was a now or never moment. Izzy's mouth opened slightly... This 


was even better than he'd expected, 
"Love?., 

"Oh fuck, what did | just say... 

"| love you too, Axl" He couldn't hold back his smile. He was all happiness and rainbows. 

All he felt like doing in that moment was just hug Axl. Tight and long, like he would never let go. To his 
surprise, he let him. More than ever.. He didn't start to fight it or wiggle his way out of Izzy's arms, he just 


stood there silently. 


Izzy pressed his lips against Axl's again and there was no fighting over this either. He felt Axl closing his eyes 
so tight it might have hurt him and then his arms wrapped around Izzy's neck. 


Izzy pushed him against the mattress and kissed his forehead slowly, dragging his boxers down the silky skin of 
his thighs. 


"Wait.. You want to do it?.. Now?.." 

"If you don't mind.." Izzy said slowly, kissing him again. 

"Uhm, l.. l'm a little nervous about this, to be honest.." 

"It's okay." He said, starting to slowly stroke Axl's cock and he finally relaxed, letting out a silent moan. 

Izzy drew kisses all over Axl's stomach and then took him in his mouth. Axl's sounds remembered him of that 
one night. That one time when he thought his dream came true.. Was it really possible that it was happening 


for real, this time? 


Axl's face went completely red and he couldn't suppress any more moans. When time came that Izzy pushed 


inside him, feeling his body the way he wanted to for the first time, a sudden thought stroke his mind. 
Im not the first one here, am F. 


He shook his head, banishing that thought away. 


There he was, his only love. His beautiful redhead, under him, moaning at his thrusts, sweating and kissing him 


all over. 


How about him? He did this, as well.. Slash saw him exactly the way you are seeing him now.. Naked, exposed, 


moaning in pure pleasure..." 

No, he shook his head again. But how could he forget? How could he forget how cruel Axl was? 
Before he realized it, he had sped his thrusts so much, it was making Axl screaming. 

"No... Go slower! Slower, fuck! lzzy!" 


He kept on pushing, holding Axl's wrists in place with his tight grip, and kissed him so hard their lips were 
brought to a beautiful shade of crimson. 


He began exploring more of him, in a way he never could before.. The skin of his neck was so delicate and 


sensitive, he noticed evey time he touched him there he would shudder in pleasure. 


Izzy started biting there, slowly, exploring Axl's reactions and wondering, in the same time, if Slash got the 


same response. 
"Ha... Ahh.." 


He kissed him again, brushing their tongues together, and let go of his wrists to feel Axl's cold hands against 
the burning skin of his back. 


Axl moved under him with the perfect rhythm. Their skin brushed against each other but Izzy still couldn't 
believe that he could feel him like this. 


That he had him completely exposed and open to his touch.. That he could feel any area of his skin under the 
tips of his fingers... 


His scent was the same as usual, that distinct smell that made him go wild even though it was just... Axl. 


He buried his face in Axl's copper hair and heard his loud moans in his ear, felt his hot breath over the sking 


of his face. 
They were connected, finally, without fears or regret, they were one and the same and it was perfect. 


Izzy touched him, ran his fingers across Axl's perfect nipples and stomach and the room's temperature got 


higher and higher. 


"Fuck me, Izzy... 
"Ahh" He moaned against Axl's lips.. 


"Fuck me...” 


